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I'VE NEVER SEEN A 
STAR THIS CLOSE 
BEFORE. IT MUST BE 
HEAVENLY UP THERE. 



SOMEBODY'S 
CRYING. 



(NO RAIN? THAT'S EASY J 
VTO FIX. I'LL GO. ..J 






... IN THE SKY. I'LL 
GET SOME RAIN 
FOR YOU. 
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By 

J. ORIOLO 




Why couldn't Orlando ever finish painting a picture? 
And what happened when his fairy godmother appeared? 



THERE were many artists in the 
far-off kingdom of Anchovia. 
They were all poor and unhappy, 
but Orlando was the poorest and un- 
happiest of all. 

Every day, long past his bed time, 



Orlando sat before his easel in his cold 
room. He was the saddest artist in An- 
chovia because he had never finished 
painting a picture — not a single pic- 
ture,, not even a small .one! 

He had tried — hundreds of times. 
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she carried a wand tipped 
with a sparkling star. 
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He would tack a clean, fresh piece of 
paper on his easel, pick up his brush, 
and start to paint. But always, when 
the picture was half-finished, Orlando 
would throw down his brush and start 
to cry with great, gulping sobs. 

"It's not turning out right!" he 
would sob. "I can't finish it. If I 
could only finish a picture, I would 
be a really great artist!" 

But he never did finish painting a 
picture, and so he remained a very 
poor and unhappy Orlando, living in 
a very cold garret. 

Then, one day, something wonder- 
ful and marvelous happened. There 
he was, sitting and sobbing over a half- 
painted picture, when he cried aloud, 
"Oh, I wish I had a fairy godmother 
to help me !" 

"You have a fairy godmother," said 
a very soft, tinkly voice. 



Standing at Orlando's left elbow 
was a most beautiful fairy ! Her hair 
was soft-white and she wore a silvery 
gown. And like all fairy godmothers, 
she carried a wand tipped with a spar- 
kling star. 

"I'm your fairy godmother," she 
said, "and I've been waiting so long 
for you to ask for me." 

Orlando's mouth dropped open in 
surprise. His fairy godmother tapped 
his chin with her wand to remind him 
that it wasn't polite to stare with his 
mouth open. ( 

"Tell me what troubles you," she 
said gently. Then she listened to Or- 
lando's story, and when he had fin- 
ished, she smiled gently. 

"Close your eyes, Orlando," she 
said, "and hold out your hands, and 
begin to count slowly." 

Orlando closed his eyes, held out 
his hands, and began to count, "One- 
two -three -four -five — " Suddenly he 
heard a little POP! He opened his 
eyes. And there in his hands was a 
paintbrush! It Was a plain, everyday 
paintbrush. Orlando was just about 
to say, "Oh, a brush!" in a disap- 
pointed sort of way, when his fairy 
godmother spoke. 

"Guard this brush well," she whis- 
pered. "It is a magic paintbrush ! 
With it you can paint the most beau- 
tiful pictures in the world!" 

"My goodness!" cried Orlando. 
His eyes were as big as fifty-cent 
pieces. "Thank you ! Now I'll be 
able to finish painting my pictures!" 
But nobody heard him, for his fairy 
godmother had quietly disappeared. 

He hurried over to his easel and 
tacked on a clean piece of paper. 
Then he poured some colors on Pus 
palette, dipped his magic brush with 
them and began to paint a picture. 



The brush glided over the paper 
with amazing speed. He touched it 
here, swished it there, swooped it in 
this corner, and swabbed it in that — 
touch, swish, swoop, swab — and the 
picture was finished. Orlando was the 
happiest artist alive ! 

Every day, Orlando painted picture 
after picture. Each one, painted by 
the magic paint- 
brush, was more 
beautiful than the 
one before. Soon, 
everyone in the 
kingdom of Ancho- 
via heard about Or- 
lando's marvelous 
pictures. His little 
room was crowd- 
ed with people eager 
to watch him paint, 
or to have the great 
Orlando paint their 
portraits. 

Even Carmello, 
King of Anchovia, 
wanted to see Or- 
lando. He sent for 
Orlando to paint 
beautiful Princess 
Jasmine's portrait. 

Orlando was proud and excited 
when he received the King's order. 
With his smock and beret neatly- 
pressed, and with his paint box and 
magic paintbrush under his arm, Or- 
lando appeared in the throne room. 
All the lords and ladies were gathered 
as Orlando bowed low before King 
Carmello and lovely Princess Jasmine. 

King Carmello clapped his hands 
twice. - A footman entered carrying a 
shiny mahogany box which he opened 
and set before the King. Orlando 
peeked into the box. It was filled with 
the most beautiful paintbrushes he had 
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ever seen ! The handles were made of 
pure white ivory, with thin gold bands. 
The bristles were velvety, sable hair. 

"Magnificent!" Orlando gasped. 
"They're — they're — " he thought hard 
for a few moments, and then ended 
weakly, "they're magnificent!" 

The King beamed with pride. 
"They're the finest brushes in the 
whole WORLD ! I want you to paint 
my daughter's portrait with them." 

Orlando's face turned pale. "Oh, 
I — uh — I couldn't do that, Your Maj- 
esty," he exclaimed. "I — I have a spe- 
cial little brush that I must use. No 
others will do." 

the King shouted. "Why 
not,,pray tell?" 
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Orlando's face 
turned a very pale 
green. "Your 
Majesty," he said 
in a weak voice, "I 
have a special rea- 
son for wanting to 
_^2>kp use my own brush." 






Orlando 
Ih brushes! 



Reason?" the 

King shouted. 

"Nonsense! What 

reason can you 

possibly have?" 

Orlando's face changed to a deep 

purplish-blue. "It's — it's a secret," he 

whispered in a frightened voice. 

"Oh, come now, you can tell me," 
coaxed the King. "Please tell me." 
Then he remembered he was the great 
Carmello, and shouted, "I'm the King-! 
You'd better tell me!" 

Then Orlando knew that he must 
tell his secret. Sorrowfully he told the 
King about his magic brush, and how 
it was the brush, and not he himself, 
that painted all the beautiful pictures. 
King Carmello, Princess Jasmine 
and all the lords and ladies were 



shocked when they heard the story. 
Princess Jasmine felt very sad, for she 
had fallen in love with Orlando. 

The King moaned, "Orlando, how 
you have disappointed us ! How you 
have tricked us ! Aren't you ashamed 
of yourself?" , 

Poor Orlando hu.ng his head and 
wept huge tears. 

"I can do only one thing," said the 
King. "I must send you away from 
the kingdom of Anchovia," and the 
King pointed an accusing finger at 
the sobbing artist. 

"Please, Your Majesty," said a very 
soft, tinkly voice, "won't you wait just 
a moment?" 

And to everyone's astonishment, Or- 
lando's fairy godmother appeared and 
curtsied low before the King. 

"May I speak?" she asked. 

"Oh — uh — yes, ma'am. Gq 
right ahead!" the King said, not 
feeling very king-like just then. 
,. "Dear Orlando," she said, lift- 
ing Orlando's bowed head, "I must 
tell you something. That brush I ; 
gave you was not a magic brush!" 

"WHAT?" everyone shouted. 

'"No !" sfye continued, with a gay 
little laugh. "You see, / knew 
that Orlando didn't believe in him- 
self. He didn't really believe he could 
paint. So. I pretended to give him a 
magic paintbrush. But it wasn't the 
brush at all that painted those beau- 
tiful pictures. It was Orlando! He 
only thought it was the magic paint- 
brush. Now I must depart." 

And, with a wave of her. wand, the 
fairy godmother disappeared. 

Orlando stood there quietly a min- 
ute, thinking over what his fairy god- 
mother had said. 

Then he shouted, "Hurrah!" be- 
cause now he knew he could paint 



with any brush he wanted to use. And 
he wanted to use the royal brushes to 
paint Princess Jasmine's portrait. 

"Hurrah !" shouted King Carmello, 
Princess Jasmine, and all the lords and 
ladies of the court. They were happy 
because now Orlando would not be 
banished from the kingdom of An- 
chovia. Princess Jasmine was espec- 
ially happy because, if you remember, 
she had fallen in love with Orlando. 
So she shouted, an extra "Hurrah!" 

After that, everything was fine. Or- 
lando painted Princess Jasmine's por- 
trait. Everyone in Anchovia agreed 
that it was the best picture he had ever 




"Hurrah! ' shouted King Carmello, Princess 
Jasmine, and all of the lords and ladies. 



painted. King Carmello gave Orlando 
the beautiful ivory-handled brushes, 
but Orlando hung the fairy godmoth- 
er's paintbrush on the wall to remind 
himself that his magic power was 
really confidence in himself. 

What else did Orlando do? He 
married Princess Jasmine and they 
lived happily ever after. 



( MARCO POLO WAS ONE OF THE WORLDS GREATEST EXPLORERS) 
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ANOTHER MARCO POLAR BEAR 

ADVENTURE IN THE NEXT ISSUE. 
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MR.OLSEN 

WILL HAVE TO 

PAINT THE ROOM 

ALL OVER AGAIN . 
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THIS TIME, 

JIM AND JUDy 
PROMISE NOT 
TO HELP! 
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ANOTHER JIM AND JUDY STORY WILL 
BE IN THE NEXT CALLING ALL KIDS. 
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SOL-DIEQ,SOL-DIER, TELL ME TRUE, 
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WHO'LL SO TO THE BALL WITH YOU ? 
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SOL-DIER WITH YOUR HAT SO TALL, 
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WILL YOU TAKE ME TO TME BALL ? 
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YES, I'LL TAKE YOU. DON'T BE LATE 
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WHEN I CALL AT HALF-PAST EISHT 
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PEGSN'S DOLL-iOuSE \nas 
A SURPRISE -ESPECIALLY 
WHEN SHE DISCOVERED A 
STRANGER 'N IT. 



PEGGY, 

WHY DON'T YOU 

PLAY WITH 

YOUR DOLLS 

ANYMORE? 



THEY'RE NO 
PUN WITHOUT A 
DOLL HOUSE 
FOR THEM 
_\ TO LIVE 
N. 




SO PEGGY WOULD 
LIKE A DOLL HOUSE i WELL, 
I'LL BUILD ONE FOR HER - 
WITH DOLL FURNITl 



LET'S KEEP' 
TA SURPRISE 
FOR HER 
BIRTHDAY. 




EVERY NIGHT. AFTER PEGGY WAS ASLEEP, HER 
FATHER WOR<ED IN THE WOOD SHED. 




■HE DOLL HOUSE 

AND FURNITURE WILL 

I BE FINISHED TONIGHT - 

IN TIME FOR PEGGY'S 

B R~HDAY TOMORROW. 




WHEN EVERYTHING WAS READX 
PESGY'S FATHER LEF" THE SURPRISE 
IN THE WOOD 5HHD AND WENT TO 
SLEEP. HE DIDN'T KNOW THAT A TINY 
MOUSE CREPT INTO THE LITTLE 
HOUSE... 




...AND SA T IN A LL THE LITTLE 
CHAIRS... I 




...AND CLIMBED UPSTAIRS TO THE BEDROOMS... 





THEN THE TINY MOUSE SLID DOWN 
THE BANISTER i 




HE WAS HUNGRY NOW, SO HE WENT TO THE 
KITCHEN. BUT THERE WAS NO FOOD 
ANYWHERE, f 





THEN THE MOUSE WENT UPSTAIRS AGAIN 
AND SNUGGLED INTO ONE OF THE LITTLE 
BEDS. SOON, HE WAS FAST ASLEEP. 






SO AWA-r, 
MOUSE! THIS HOUSE 
BELONGS TO ME 
AND MY DOLL5. 








AFTER THE MOUSE SCAMPERED OFF, 
PEGSY PUT SUSIBELLA AND HER OTHER 
DOLLS TO BED. 



WHEN YOU WAKE UP, 
[I'LL GIVE yOU CRACKERS 
AND CHEESE FOR 
BREAKFAST. 




JUST AS PEGSy FINISHED SETTING THE 
TABLE, THE MOUSE CAME BACK,CARRyiNG 
SOME FLOWERS.I 



PESQy GENTLY PLACED THE MOUSE 
IN ONE OF THE LITTLE CHAIRS 
IN THE DINING ROOM. 




( PESGy, HOW 
,-i, yOUR NEW 

DOLL HOUSE ? 





S<?UtRREL TWINS 

\0U CAN DBAW ANOTHSft 
BQUIRBEL EXACTLY LIKE 
THE ONE YOU SEE HERS. 
DRAW THE UNBS IN THE 
BLUE SQUARES JJST AS 
THEY ARE IN THE PiNK- 
SQUARES. -THEN, IP YOU 
WANT A THIRD SQUIRREL. 
THAT'S MUCH-BIGSER USE 
THE BOX WITH THE YELLOW 
SQUARES. BE SURE YOU' 
DRAW YOUR LINES IN THE 
8AMB POSITIONS AS YOU : 
010 IN" THE BLUE SQUARES. 
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NO LONG HOURS 
POACJICING'SCAIES 
. OS EXtBCISES ;.'.'•. 

FLAY. SONGS'. 
FIRST PAY , 



You May Play AnyjSong 
In 10 Days without being 
Abto to Read a Note . . . 

If you wont to quickly learn 
how lo play i In- piano ... if 
you waul to play song hii». 
waltzes, inarches, hymns, 
two stcpu, red hoi numbers ami 
w cater nsongs, like" Don't Fence 
Main" .. . hero's arnailngncwH. 
Now at laHl Mr. Dave Minor 
has perfected a^wondcrfully i'u«y 
play-by-ear piano^ course thai 
roust teach you piano pluying 
in only ten quick days or no 
cost. No scales, no long exer- 
I cinos. You start playing hours 
1 from the first leeson. and so 
* noon It's amazing you're playing 
the piano surprising well. Mr. 
Minor a course i* complete, It cootaiu* nil the pictures, 
all the iitstruutioii. everything you nj'ed. The com- 
plete course'seul for your inspection, trial iind approval, 

SEND NO MONEY 

Mako Tfits Concluilw to Day Tut 

Juit uad your name-and address 
today. On arrival deposit 91 ,49 plus 
posluge through poHtman, There la 
nothing more to pay. Inspect course 
carefully, eve how simple yet thor- 
ough It is, Follow it for 10 days. 
Then If ypu aren't actually playing*thc plnnnund ploy- 
ing It well, if you aren't entirely snUalied mid di-li»rhied 
wiih your discovery, return the course and gel your 
money bnck, Piano playing is more popular limn ever, 
DONT WAIT 111 IT WHITE TODAY I If yon nut 
now you will receive without extra cost the wonderful, 
big. 72-paei' Dove Minor piano song book of 50 Mtngtt. 
You quickly learn lo play the songs the Dave Minor 
method or money back. Gel lu on Ibis 2 FOR 1 offer 
NOW. 

DAVE MINOR, rm.zw.2M E.Ohio si.chtciio 11, ill. 

U'liru writing to odtcrtitm, r'raic mention CALLING ALL KIDS. 
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seeing double 

hold a piece cp string 

(ABOUT B&MTEEN INC-iES 
LONG) UKB M!S5 MCNKBV 
IS MOLO.'NOr IT. D U ACE ONE 
END BETWEEN >CJR EVES. 
NOW, "-JCVV MANy PIECES Or 
STRING. DO YOU SEEP 
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COME ON OVER, KITTENS, AND LOOK 
AT THE PICTURES WHILE I READ 
THIS STORV ABOUT 




The Shoemaker 
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ONCE UPON A TIME THERE 
WAS A SHOEMAKER. HE WAS 
SO POOR THAT ALL HE 
OWNED WAS TWO PIECES OF 
LEATHER TO MAKE ONE PAIR 
OF SHOES, "I'LL MAKE THEM 
TOMORROW, " HE SAO, AS 
HE WENT SADLY TO BED. 
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BUT THE NEXT MORNING, WHEN 
HE CAME BACK TO HIS WORK 
BENCH, THE SHOES WERE ALL 
FINISHED 1 . JUST THEN A CUSTOMER 
CAME IN AND BOUGHT THE SHOES 
FOR TWO PIECES OF GOLD. 
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WITH THE GOLD, THE SHOEMAKER 
BOUGHT MORE LEATHER. EACH 
NIGHT HE LAID THE LEATHER ON 
THE BENCH. EACH MORNING HE 
FOUND THE SHOES ALL FINISHED. 
SOON THE POOR SHOEMAKER 
SOLD SO MANY SHOES THAT 
HE BECAME A RICH SHOEMAKER. 



IS 
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ONE NIGHT HE DECIDED TO 
FIND OUT WHO MADE THE 
SHOES, SO HE HID HIMSELF 
AND WATCHED. AT MIDNIGHT 
TWO LITTLE ELVES, WITHOUT 
ANY CLOTHES ON, ENTERED 
AND BEGAN MAKING SHOES. 
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and the Elves 




TME SHOEMAKER WAS A 
KIND MAN AND HE 
THOUGHT, " IT'S TOO COLD 
FOR THEM WITHOUT ANY 
CLOTHES." SO HE SET TO 
WORK MAKING CLOTHES 
AND SHOES FOR THE 
LITTLE FOLK. 



WHEN ALL WAS FINISHED, 
HE LAID THE CLOTHES ON 
HIS BENCH. THEN HE HID 
AND WATCHED. HOW 
HAPPY THE LITTLE ELVES 
LOOKED! 










IN A TWINKLING THEY DRESSED 
THEMSELVES, SINGING — 
"WHAT HAPPY ELVES ARE WE! 
NO LONGER COBBLERS 
WE WILL BEl" 




YOU SEE, 'TIS SAID THAT 
WHEN FAIRY FOLK &ET 
GIFTS, THEY ARE FREE 
TO RUN AWAY. SO, SINGING 
AND DANCING, THE ELVES 
RAN AWAY AND WERE 
NEVER SEEN AGAIN. 
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KITTENS, WOULDN'T IT BE FUN IF 
WE MAD ELVES IN OUR HOUSE? 
BUT T WOULDN'T LET THE 
ELVES RUN AWAY. I'LL TELL YOU 
WHAT I WOULD DO. FIQST, 
LET'S PRETEND THIS 
IS THE SHOEMAKER'S 
LAST TWO PIECES 
[~-\OF LEATHER. 
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AND NOW IT'S MORNING. 
I FIND MY SHOES ALL 
FINISHED. HERE COMES 
THE CUSTOMER. 






YOU SEE, EVERY DAY BUT TUESDAY X CLOSE MY SHOP AND GIVE AWAY ICE-CREAM CONES AND 
CANDY TO ALL THE KIDS IN TOWN. fi3 




( OF COURSE, I MAKE 
J CLOTHES FOR THE ELVES 
,0 WHO HAVE MADE MY SHOES 
k\ BUT I'LL BE SMARTER THAN 

I THE SHOEMAKER. 









OH, GOSH! '"■ —-v 
1 WAS-PRETENDINGvl— ---v 

SO HARD. I t3T \ 
THOUGHT YOU T . r\ \ 
WERE THE ELVESVf< ^\/A 
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"COME, 'ALL VOU VEGETABLES, 

SHOUTED THE POT, 
" THE 5TEW -MUST BE MADE . 

THE FIRE IS HOT!" 



" EVERYONE ENTER," . 

THE POT GAILV CRIED. 
" I CAN'T MAKE THE STEW 

TILL YOU'RE ALL. INSIDE." 




POTATOES AND BEANS 
AND CARROTS AND PEAS' 
CLIMBED INTO THE POT 
WITH THE GREATEST OF EA5E. 



"MAKE ROOM FOR ME 
IN THE VEGETABLE STEW," 
SAID A FAT RED TOMATO. 

" I'M A VEGETABLE, TOO." 



VOU'RE .A FRUIT, NOT A VEGETABLE; 1 
THE' POT~POINTED OUT. 
"PEOPLE WHO KNOW 
SAY THERE ISN'T A DOUBT." 



OW-t£E-0^t^v 






THE TOMATO WAS SHOCKED 
BY THIS AWFUL SURPRISE. 
TEARS OF TOMATO JUICE 
STREAMED FROM HIS EYES. 




THE APPLE, THE' PEAR, 
THE BANANA, THE PLUM, 
AND THE REST OF THE FRU(T 
SHOUTED, "HERE WE COME." 




SAID THE LONELY TOMATO, 
"WITH FRUITS I BELONG." 
SAID THE BOWL, "YOU'RE A VEGETABLE. 
I'M SORRY, YOU'RE WRONG.,. 



"...JUST AS WRONG A5 THOSE' NUTS 
WHO ARE TRYING TO SAY 
THAT THEY, TOO, ARE FRUIT. 
NOW, PLEASE GO AWAY." 




THE TOMATO WENT OFF 
AND 5AT BY HIM5ELF. 
BUT SOON HE WAS JOINED 
BY A PAN FROM THE SHELF. 



THE PAN WAS IN TEARS. 
HE SOBBED, "I'M SO SMALL, 
NOBODY USES ME 
EVER AT ALL." -. 




THEN ON TO THE STOVE 

THE LITTLE PAN FLEW. 

AND SOON THE TOMATO 

WAS COOKED THROUGH AND THROUGH. 
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HE WAS SERVED TO THE MASTER 
AS A SPECIAL DISH. 
WHAT FINER HONOR 
COULD A TOMATO WISH? 





DRAW THE FACES 
ON THESE CLOWNS. 

MA<E EYES AND NOSES, 
SMILES AND FROWNS. 




CONNECT THE DOTS FROM 1TO 46 
AND SEE WHO'S DOING CIRCUS TRICKS. 



3° 



•29 
£8 



3' 





*5 

0. 



17 £*k? 

3Z' V -? fe 



5 -S^ • 



? 7 



4° 
4l" Q 



42* 



35. 
? 9 .38 




19 



-^ 



43 



20 

.18 
.17. 



44 



45 



16* 



4«> 2 

•3 



.6 



.5" .4 



i5 
.14 
\0. 13 

9. II • 



8 



12 



Here's a story you'll have fun acting out. While somebody reads it to you slowly, 
you act out what the children are doing, and also the answers to the questions. 




By MARGUERITA RUDOLPH 
Author of "Maiha, the Little Goose Girl" 



ONE beautiful winter day 
Some children 
Were making 
A snow man. 

They rolled and they rolled 
A pile of snow. 
How big do you think it was? 



Still they rolled 
And they rolled 
The pile of snow. 
How big was it then? 



They rolled it much more 
Till it was OH ! OH ! OH ! 
How big? 
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And that was going to be a snow man! 
The children made him a head. 
It -was as big as — well, how big? 



t*"\ 



They made two black eyes with pieces of coal 
They made teeth with pieces of yellow corn. 
Then they fetched him a bright red sweater. 
And they gave him a little blue cap. 



Then the big handsome snow man stood still. 
How still? 





Then, after a while, 

He tumbled and crumbled 

And melted away, 



How do you think he looked 
As he tumbled and crumbled 
And melted away? 




THAT'S FINE, PUG. 
CARRY THEM DOWN 
THIS TREE CAREFULLY 
LOAD THEM ON A 
FLOATING LOG, AND 
HURRY TO AUNT 
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l\ \ f NOT SO HARD. 
> \ OOPSi I'M LOSING 

^— \ AW POLE. 
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THANKS, JOS. 
ER-6R, MAYBE 
WE'LL WRECK YOUR 
LOG IF WE GO 

,ANV FURTHER. 




'OU PROBABLV 
WILL.YOU AND 
PUG BETTER 
HOLD ONE END 
OP THE POLE. I'LL 
'TAKE THE OTHER 
END BETWEEN MV 
TEETH AND SWIM. 



LET'S GO 




A 



WE'RE STUCK 
IN THE MUD. 
AND WE'RE 

PUSHING OJRSELVES 
C=<= ^r= LOG! 






THERE'S 
AUNT CHLOE i 
WAITING ) mi 




PUG AND CURLY WILL B= BAC< AGAIN IN 
THE NEXT CALLING ALL KIDS. 
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See Johnny Mich Blown in 
"BORDER BANDITS" 
A MtMirND Picture 



//£$ PLENTY RIGHT! 
IT DOES TA STE BEST. 

Jnbnny Mack K 
rowboy liar, tried leading rnla* 
in paper cups and puked one 
hcfitiaMine.lt wan Knvalt 'ro« n 
Cola! Try it yourself. Say"RC 
(i-r iiii-." 'J hat's thC quick way 
i u ret a frosty bottle of 
Royal Crown Coin — best by 

* COLA * 

Best by lotli-lcit 
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Glen dale 
Knitting Corp, 

1333 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 
607 South Hill St., Los Augeles, Calif. 






